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SEYERE INDISPOSITION AT BOURNEMOUTH. 

“Ever since his unfortunate shooting mishap at Ventnor last week, Poor Papa’s mind has been a prey to the bitterest remorse, and ere he had been twenty-four 
hours in Bournemouth, he completely and utterly collapsed. Quiet and a Bath-chair were prescribed for him by poor, trustful Mamma, and Alexandry was 
constituted attendant. An unexpected meeting with several of the ‘ Friv.’ chorus, however, had such an inspiriting effect upon Pa’s buoyant nature, that at 
the moment Mamma appeared upon the scene, his behaviour was anything but invalidish, and quite calculated to bring about the subsequent ructions.”—Toorsit. 


THE OLD (YORKSHIRE) ADAM. NMIORE GRETNA GREEN. 


RoBertT ELviortt, the last of the Gretna Green parsons, 
between 1811 and 1839, married 3872 couples. The fees paid 
to the parson are said to have been sometimes very hand- 
some—so much asa hundred pounds having been occasion- 
ally paid him for his five minutes’ work. 

“In the year 1816, as near as I can remember,” says 
Elliott, writing in 1842, * Lord Chief Justice Erskine came 
to Gretna ina chaise and four, dressed in woman's clothes, 
accompanied by an elderly Jady and four children, When 
I first saw them, I took the elderly lady for the mother of 
the children, and the learned lord for the grandmother. He 
asked me many questions relative to the Gretna Green mars 
ringes, all of which I answered him, as L would a female, 
until by chance I expied a button of his waistcoat through 
an opening of a neckerchief which was worn over his breast. 
After he found that 1 had discovered his sex, he smiled 
but made no remark, He afterwards changed his dress, 
and I married him to the female he had brought with him. 
I asked him why he had come in female attire, and he 
answered that he had his own reasons for it. He gave 
twenty pounds, and again restuned his female dres 
months after he wished to divorcee her by the Scotch law, 
but found upon trial that he could not, and that the mar- 


ae horth-country curate having, in full congregation (and ina moment of absent-mindedness) The Bishop (after reprimanding the culprit). And now, to SA Cen ial 

Awuouniced that he wag about to read the Collect for “the Thirl Sunday before the St. Leger,” an change the subject, tcll me, candidly, do you think it's good envuyh LU RN a * 

Hiligniunt deputation of parishioners waited upon bis bishop and besought him to severely repri- _¢o day the odds on Isinglass? Now and then Elliott lost money over the marriages. In 
Waud the culprit. one case, he says: “I got a promissory note fur twenty 


pounds, which, when due, was not paid ; after which I put it into 
an attorney's hand, and, instead of getting the moneys, he brought 
me ita bill for twelve pounds expenses, so that I had better never 
have seen the party.” 

The first match that Elliott could remember was that of the Earl 
of Westmoreland with Miss Child, the daughter of the banker. 
The father refused his Consent, and the couple ran away. They 
were overtaken while changing horses at Hesketh, in the forest, 
half-way between Carlisle and Penrith, Mr. Child, in a fury, 
jumped out of his carriage and shot one of the Earl's leaders. One 
of the Earl's servants at the same time ran behind Mr, Child's car. 
riage and, unobserved, cut: the leather which suspends the body of 
the carriage to the springs. The Earl proceeded with three horses, 
leaving the other dying. Mr. Child followed soon after, but had 
not gone far before the body of the carriage fell upon the frame, 
which entirely stopped him, and he was obliged to wait until he 
could get a post-chaise to proceed with, consequently the Earl and 
his Jady arrived at Gretna Green and were united before the arrival 
of the indignant father. 

We will conclude these chronicles of runaway matches with a 
case that came under the notice of Elliott's predecessor, Joseph 
Paisley, who died at the age of eighty-four, A lover, having been 
prohibited from visiting his lady-love, entrusted his secret to a 
cousin who bore the same name as himself, and through him car- 
ried on a correspondence with her, until she at last a reed, through 
the medium of a friend, to clope with him on a certain night ; and, 
as they lived near the place, to be married at Gretna, and return 
immediately after the marriage to their respective homes for certain 
reasons of their own, 

All this, however, appears to have been A Beep iad plot of the 
seeming friend, who, having ascertained that the Indy was ina 
worldly point of view a good match, resol ved, if possible, to appro- 

striate her to himself. He told her that her real lover would meet 

ker at acertain time and place near Gretna, disguised in a cloak, 
and with a wrapper round the lower part of his face, and his hat 
drawn down ever his eyes—in fact, his person as much concealed 
ax possible, and which concealment was to be carried on through 
the ccremony. 

The scheme succeeded, and personating his cousin, he married 
the lady ; but in due time his treachery became known. and a duel 
was the result. The true lover was mortally wounded by the rela- 
tion who had so scandalously wronged him, and the death of the 
ill-used lady soon after was the fitting close of the tragedy. 

What became of the author of all this misery is not known, but 
it is not improbable that Sir Walter Scott discovered, in this inci- 
dent in feal life, the foundation of his well-known romance of 
St. Ronan's Well, in which he makes one brother deceive another 
in the same way, 

* * * ° * ° 


OME NOOS. 


thinggs is a bitt orf. 
the masheen so far aint prove no dror. a smorl boi av fool with 
the andel for arf a our, butt av putt in no peni. 
billium av slapp iss ed. 
(Newt week,“ Six Murderers.” ) 


Ee 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
gee 
*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped cnrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Man 
Jor Joseph! HSS 
an error, PUZZLED READER; They are totally distinct. 
was an infant, STAEFO, When first he foolscap paper inked, 
Clever little story, W1Lt0N, Dut we havent space to spare. 
pranks Sor letter, SEASIDE LOUNGER: SLOPER'S been already 
there, ‘sa 


"ALLY's énterested, JACKO, In the fortuncs of his friends, 
Easily cnough, EXQUIRER; You can “notice where ‘it ends. 
Just the way, IMPASSIONED SUITOR 5 You've the Mildewed Foasil's 
thanks, ALLY, PHIL's a wee bit funky, Since the run upon the 
banks. ~ 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
ss 
First Pretty Little Thing. 1 say, dear, Charlie's going to buy 
mea fancy dress costume. What would you choose if you were 
me? 
Second Pretty Little Thing. Oh! any. one, dear, with a large 
mask. *\* 


Bachelor Friend. Well, my boy. you are eld enough to be able 
to judge for yourself, but my advice is, “ Consider well before you 
get married.” 

Married Friend. Yes; 2nd the longer you consider the better 
for you. *.* 


“T LIVE on my wits,” he remarked. She replied, 
“Do you really, now! I would have thought 
That you'd before now been arrested for not 
Having visible means of support!” 
ss 


* 

Harry and Laura happened to be travelling alone in a railway 
carriage to Richmond, and the temptation was so great that he 
yielded and took her pretty hand in his. “ Don't you think that 
is out of place, Mr. Traddles?” said she.“ W ell, yes, perhaps it 
is,” replied Harry, and he immediately shifted it around her waist. 

2s 


Photographer (ta sitter). No, sir; turn your head a little more 
to the left. That's it ; and now look pleasant. No, that won't do; 
you're too stern, sir. Try and look as if you had just heard of the 
demise of your mother-in-law, ( Hastily.) No, no! that won't do 
at all. } don't want you to grin all over your face, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HAULF-HOLIDAY, 


== 
FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 469.—The “ Rhyl Bathing ” Costume. 


FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS. 


Jones. Hullo, man, Tom; bern 
No. 6.—Taddy-ma. 


away of course. You do !ook well. 


| ed ' 
NTRS ! Aaa | 
Mother. Ealith, I'm astonished at you; didn’t I sce that young man kiss yon? 


re Daugiuer. I'm very sorry, mamma, but you see—-er—it was ptesscd on me, you 
now. 


“Tdo wish you wonld not smoke so much, sctrouss tom THE 
you positively reek of tobacco.” “ Yes, my dear, STREET. 
J do it to kill the emell of the onidns you are 


always cating.” 
at 


No, 1.—A member of the 
Metropolitan Police Force. 


(Saturday, September 9, 1853. 


_ Overheard in Club Smokeroom, 
The Romantic One. I was thinking the other day that a youn: 
wife is.like the virgin page of an uncut book, pure— : . 
The Benedict, Yes, that’s not a bad simile, and to carry it a bit 
further, the binding very often costs more than the contents ar: 
worth. oe 
* 


Rachael, Schcobs, I shall vant a gostume for dat birty of 
— yee month, ; 

Scheobs, Schust so, ma tear, but you'd bett t pus dat dr ss 
dill der last moment. : 4 i aa as 

Rachael. Rut why not, Scheobs? 

Scheoba, Ma tear, schust think Of it; ve shall save der intere.; 


. on der price of it for a whole month, 


Lad 
* 
ONE man at least may hope that bliss 
In future will be hiz— 
The chap who never tried to teach 
An editor his biz, 
= * 
At Margate. Three o'clock AM. 
First Tripper. Yallo, old man! how is it you're not in bed! 
What ars you walking about for? 
S-cond Tripper, To tell you the truth, old boy, the bed is so 
bally hard, 1 am walking about to rest mysclf. 
se 


* 
. molar J Sharpshins, 1 say, dad, what is the meaning of the wor 
e 
Old Sharpshina, It depends, my boy, upon how it is spelled. 
Ode relates toa poet's work, but ered generally has reference iv 
his rent. oe 
s 


Mra, Nobounce. Did you notice that porter touch his hat to ron, 
to-day, at the station, dear? 
Mr. Nobounce. Yes, love, 1 did ; he forgets himself occasionally, 
I suppose. oe ; 
s 


Straightley. You may depend upon it that there is nothing Ike 
early rising. Now, if you were to get 1 at four every morning— - 
Crookley, What? Get up at four? Why, man alive! I never go 
to bed till after that. ee 
s 


Seaside Landlady. There's only one thing, sir, about these apart- 
ments I think I ought to call your attention to: we haven't got a 
piano, sir. 

Wearied Husband of Musical Wife. How very delightful! Do 
you make any extracharge! =» _« 

s 


THE difference between a stockbroker and his speculative client 
too often consists in the fact that one's a stockbroker and the 
other's stock broken. ee 

s 


Jaqgs. You don't believe in second sight at all. do you. old man? 
Dihbs. V don't. Uve been waiting for a second sight of thit ten 
pounds I lent you a year ago, but I've pretty well given up all hope 
now. es 
s 


At Southend, 
ag Wot! nearly dressed? Ain't yer goin’ to wash yer face and 
neck ! 
*"Arry. Not me! Why, 1 sh‘u'd wash all the brown orf, 
se 


. 
Tis was when 1 had but to ask 
My loved one for a kiss ; 
To feel her lips pressed close to mine 
In ecstasy, in bliss. 


Dut now I know whene'er she winds 
Her arms about my neck, 

And calls me darling, that it means 
Another little cheque. 


a 
s 


aed but Unattractive Spinster, And am 10 very, very lovely, 
n 


ohn? 
Needy but Truthful Suitor, Lovely, my darling! Lovely does not 
express it, I assure you! ‘ee 
* 


Orerheard at Yarmouth, 
Firat Imitation. So we went into Diver's, and TP go-s into the 
private bar— 
Second Imitation, How did you manage that? 
men only.” ace 
s 


It's for * Gentle. 


“YeEs, that's a fine field of cabbage,” said a visitor to his ho-t. 
“but I didn t know you had turned amarket gardener.” Or have 
12” responded the other, “ You seem to forget that Tam acigar 
manufacturer.” e« 

s 


Smith. Hallo, Boozer! why are you singing so early in the 
morning? : : 
Jones, He's afraid he'll be too tight to sing later on. 
2 
s 
‘ Would-be Contributor, I wrote that poem just to kill time, you 
now, 
Editor, Thanks for information. It reads as though you wrote 
it to kill our readers. Pee 


Shopman. This isa material, madam, that will wear for years and 
never look shabby. 

Lady. Good gracious! then please show me something else: my 
husband will never let me have a new gown until the old one lous 
worn. +. 


Mr. Maudlin. Yes, Mrs. M., 1 lost my heart when T first: sw 


ou—— 
Mra. Maudlin. And you certainly have never found it since, or 
you wouldn't carry vn in the way you do. 
2 e 
THE City dude to the senside’s gone ; 
Near the bathing pier you will find him, 
But his soul is sad. for, alas! he’s left 
His opera giass behind him. 
2 ¢ 


She. And have you learnt singing very long. Mr. Sereecliy ? 
Ue. Oh, yes! ever since I was a boy. I used to sing in tue 
church choir. It was very good practice. ’ 
She. Ah, you may be suid to have achvired_it when very yours 
ee [And stilé she dives. 
* 


Client. No, I'm afraid you haven't anything of the kind | 
require upon your books; I want a house about six miles from 
anywhere—not another human habitation to be fonnd. 

House Agent. 1 think 1 understand you, sir; you wish to pror 
tise the life of a hermit? 

Client. Not exactly. To tell you the truth, I wish to preet © 
the clarionet. 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny: 


LARKS! 
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TOOTSIE AT RHYL. 


—— 


It was only last September that we were here, and that I told 
you all about the place, But Bob, if you please, must bring us here 
‘ = again. Bob, if 

‘ hot = meaning. 
less, is nothing. 

We found Rhyl 
much as we left 
it, only fuller, 
and the lodg- 
ings dearer than 
they were last 
year, Also, in 
the shape of 
amusement, is 
there this time 
more competi- 
tion--four shows 
or more work- 
ing hard in op- 
position to each 
other with next 
to no audience 
at any of them. 
‘On the other 
hand [eet of 
worship fill 
» well. 
‘ Khsl_ is not 
itself a pictur. 
esque town, and 
is very new, but 
some beautiful 
scenery around 
it may be 
reached by male 
men-thin in 
thick boots, or approached by Loveliness ina trap. About Wales 
venerally, according to my taste, there is rather too much tramping 
and climbing, and the pedestrian feminine is for the most part 
overheated and sadly in want of powdering. 

The unadulterated Welsh woman wears weird apparel. A hat 
abontas tullas Poor Pa’s, but black, and with a bruad, flat brim is 
jerched on the top of a white night-cap, and the shaw! or cloak 
and gown are of the brightest colours. Tottie, Lardi and I went 
the other afternoon to have a cup of tea with a dear old girl who 
sanz us “Jenny Jones” in the Welsh language, and told us she 
Lad been three times married but had never changed her name. 
Iler maiden name was Morgan, and all the three were Morgans. 
We advised her, the next time she felt matrimonially inclined, to 
vary the monotony with a Lloyd or a Jones. The old girl gave us 
an necount of Welsh courtship and marriage, the details of which 
are—ahem !--peeuliar. 5 ‘ ¥ 

Billy's increasing build is attracting the serious attention of his 
sympathetic friends, and increased exercise has been ordered him, 
He is in consequence 
every morning and 
evening to seen 
running likemad upon 
the sands, to the in- 
tense delight of the 
juveniles. 

Neilie Hikiks seems 
to be having a good 
time,and I wish Twas 
with her. Merry Mar- 
sate is the place for her 
choice, and she has 
heen two or three trips 
on the Tteyal Sore- 
reign, Which has been 
so luxuriously fitted 
up by Colonel Fitz. 
George and Mr. 
Arnold E. Williams, 
She says she never en- 
jeved herself so much 
in her life. But Bob 
seems to be quite off 
sti-trips, and would 
hot even let us go by 
steamer to Liverpool 
to see the wild) beasts 
and the wax works and 
dwarfs, and the other 
attractions of that “= 
busy town. But Bob's Exercise for Lilly, 
tustes at the present time are those of the mountain-pecker, grazing 
on the browside, 

We have been several pleasant excursions, and among other 
thines. have seen Gwrych Castle from the outside, for, as the guide- 
hook man pathetically puts it, “We understand that the admission 
to the crounds is restricted on account of the manner—so common 
with our northern counties people—in which the privilege has been 
abused. We have heard of more than one pleasant place being 
closed to the public, simply because our people will not respect 
that which is thrown open for their enjoyment. He is quite right ; 
the light-hearted savage leaves his mark every where, ie tears up 
the voungz tree, he knocks off the statue's nose, and writes or carves 
hi- horrible autograph every where.” 

_ The Dook is still impecunious—indeed, he is more so than ever. 

So stoney-broke a nobleman 1 never met with, but, of course, we 
girls can't go on advancing him our hard-earned shillings never to 
be repaid. We've had enough of it, and have put it to him straight. 
As for Bob, in’ his usual coarse style, he said, “1 bring the lot of 
son out: T feed the lot of you; the lot of you drink at my expense, 
snd smoke at my expense; but, when it comes to snacks between 
jueals, and liquors-up at unreasonable periods, I'm OFF !” 

Thus urged to deeds of desperation, and, unable to raise anything 
by conjuring, vecalisation, or feats of strength on the sands, the 


A Welsh cup of tea. 


In custoly, 


took Snook and Billy fairly lost their heads and—how shall I say 
it ‘—robbed an orchard, They were, of course, caught red-handed 
with apples on and in them. What their fate will be I dare not 
think, We really are getting our pame- up this journey. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


2 ’ WHAT AILED HER! 

“WHAT ails my darling to-night? what is it that has disturbed 
the equanimity of my dearest popsy-wopsy 2” 

It was Bertram Reginald Puntergayter who spoke, and his inter- 
rogatory was addressed to the sweetest of her sex summering at 
Sandgate. 

“Have T wounded sou, my darling? have 1 said aught that was 
unkind?) What ails you?” 

“ Nothing—nothing that you have done. Bertram,” she anawered ; 
and then she turned her eves—eves which in her grief looked like 
the mournful, reproachful optics of the boarding-house codtish— 
towards the dying sun at the picrhead, and she was silent. 

“But, dearest,” pleaded Bertinald—we mean Regram—no—er— 
that’s not right—you know—* but,” he pleaded, “there is some- 
thing on rour mind—something that has caused that now-should- 
J-know-the-ticket-expired-on-the-eighth-day look?" 

At first she only sobbed in jerks. Then, ns they came to a seat 
upon the parade, she tlopped incontinently into it. and, dragging 
him down also bs the cont-tails, she allowed her head to fall upon 
his bosom. 

“It ic 1.ot your fault, darling,” she sobbed. “I love you with an 
intensity of devotion that lnszx long r than cirrhosis of the liver. 
But it is Tyks—poor little Tyky. § tried to take the kink out of 
his tail by running it through the wringing machine, and I'm afraid 
he's hurt, and—oh, Reginald, what if he should dic 2??? 2" 

Then Reggie arose quietly and went on alone, and the abstruse 
problem with which he puzzled himself as he walked home was 
not as to what chance Tyky had of ultimate recovery, but which 
was the most likely outsider in the Leger to back for a place with 
the money he had saved for her engagement ring. 


—__——_— 


; BUCOLIC HONESTY. 

By dint of much patience and many interesting anecdotes and 
illustrations, the good kind school-teacher had been endeavouring 
to inculcate a knowledge of right into his class of dullards—dul- 
lards of the sort that seuldn't learn—much beyond ingenious ex- 
cuses for Playing $8 wag and exceptionally satisfactory devices for 
digzing ground bait. But he forged ahead. 

“ Now, boys,” said he, “I've often drummed into you the truth 
of the excellent precept, ‘Honesty is the best policy,’and I am 
again insisting upon it. It will surely bring its reward ; it will 
give youn clearconscience and _ will prove a blessing throughout 
your whole life. Iam mentioning all this to-day because I rejoice 
to say we have a brilliant example of honesty among us in school 
this afternon. ] will call upon William Spruntstephens to stand 


». 

William Spruntstephens stood up. 

“Now, William. rou divine, no doubt, the subject upon which I 
am xbout to speak to you?” 

William Spruntstephens grinned and nodded assent. 

“ As 1 was coming to the school-house this morning I happened 
to drop a shilling out of my pocket, without the slightest know- 
ledge of the fact. Ll might have gone on all day and never missed 
it: the probability is that I should never have known it. But 
William Spruntstephens—rou, William—like an honest and noble 
boy, happening to cross the meadow immediately behind me and 
pick up the shilling, no sooner entered the schoolroom than you 
returned the coin to me. Now, just tell the other boys what 
romed you to do such an honourable act, when you might have 

ept it for yourself.” 

* Please, sir, OF thought ‘twas a bad ‘un, an’ Oi moight get cotched 
tryin’ to paass it!” 

——— 


VIEWS OF OUR WAITERS. 
We think it matters not 9 ie 
Whether you build your battle-ships 

To swim or sink. endure or rot— 
So long as we keep getting tips! 
We sce no need to moan and sigh, 
Whether the evening Sux eclipse 
The Star, or be eclipsed thereby— 
So long as oe keep getting tips! 
We care not whether, in the grim 
And ruthless fight, the doctor grips 
The microbe, or the microbe him— 
So long as we keep getting tips! 
We reck not in St. Stephen's bower 
If Tory tribe or Liberal sips 
The sweets of ministerial power— 
So long as we keep getting tips! 
If drunkards’ cures by Stead be wrought, 
Or drunkards still keep taking nips,— 
The question is not worth a thought— 
So long as we keep getting tips! 
What doom falls fierce on any chap 
Ax o'er the path of life he trips, 
Confound us if we care a rap— 
So long as we keep getting tips! 


——_—_>———_ 


AN URGENT CASE. 

HE was only 4 small boy—one size smaller than the average 
small boy of tiction—but there was a look of terrible earncstness 
upon his cherub face as he walked into the chemist's, followed by 
a huge black retriever. 

“Have you got sich a thing as an emetic, mister?” 

“Oh, ves, my little man—certainly.” 

“And how much are they?” 

“Oh—er—a simple emetic will be threepence.” 

His countenance fell. 

“You haven't got any penny ones, have you?” 

The chemist had children of his own: he was a keind, keind 
man, and so he snid : 

“Look here, Colonel North, if you really want an emetic, I'll 
give you one.” , 

The little boy's face was not clean ; moreover, it was tear-stained, 
but at this offer of the drugscruncher’s he brightened op Then 
the man of bottles compounded the draught and handed it over 
the counter, 

Hastily the little hands clutched the glass and lifted it, not to 
the mouth assoviated with them, but to the dog's. Too much sur- 
prised to interfere, the chemist breathed a mental prayer and 
watched the proceedings. The dog scented the nauseous stuff, 
touched it with the sp of his tongue, shook his head in disgust, 
and squatted down on his haunches. - 

“Ooh, ooh,” blubbered the poor little chap, “'ere's a go, mister, 
Lie won't take it, and there's no other way T can get ‘em out of 
m! 


“Get what?” stammered the chemist. 

“Why, gran’ma’s teeth !" was the agonised reply. “He went and 
awollered gran’mn's teeth, which he found a-layin’ on the floor o° 
the breakfast parlour, an’ she's goin’ on like nad cos she can't find 
‘em, and I want to get ‘em out of him before she finds out where 
they are. Oh! mister, do 'elp me, or I shall get sockdollogered to 
death when she doce find it out. I'll give yer this penny, which 
I've had hid away ever since mother give it me for the Princess o’ 
York's Jewbilly School Kids’ Weddin’ Offerin’. An’ do'urry up, 
bores gran'ma won't be able to eat her dinner till she gets 'em out 
of ‘im. 

The druggist took pity on the poor little ohaes and, mixing an 
emetic that would have moved an eleven-roomed houseful of fur- 
niture without the aid ofa covered pantecanicon, he took “ Rover” 
into the yard and concilinted him into permitting his internal 
regions to be revolutionised. Then a smile came over the little 
fellow's face, and he hurried homeward, carrying his deluded rela- 
tive’s dental apparatus in his trousers pocket, whilst “Rover” 
frsdees behind, and, as Harry Randall hath it, “wore a worried 

ook.” 


283 


AN INTRODUCTION. 


—>— 


_ THEIR eyes met, also their hearts, but their lips uttered not a 
single sound: they had never been introduced, so dared not speak. 
Again and 
again that 
summer sea. 
son they met 
beside that 
summer sea: 
again and 
again their 
eves ex- 
changed 
lances, their 
coms thrill, 
and still they 
ev Li 
as they passer 
by, for the lew 
non seripta of 
Mrs. Grundy - 
forbade it, 
since they 
had never 
been intro. 
duced, 

One morn- 
ing she 
shunned the 
crowded pro- 
menade, the 
harmony -en- 
livened pier, 
and sought a 
solitary nook 
along the 
shore, where 
bands and nigger-minstrels came not, and dreamed of that latter-da 
Adonis whom she loved but to whom she had not yet been introduced 

The tide was out, and she wandered, still meditating, along the 
golden sands, and seating herself upon a little heap of rocks 
she abserbed herself in a book containing a story, whose hero an 
heroine had, in a very early chapter, been formally introduced, 

And the youth, who wore a coat of many colours, by a stran, 
coincidence, yearned at that very moment to flee away from the 
world that cared not for his secret, and to commune with nature of 
the state of affairs in his heart, and the love that burned therein for 
this maiden, though they had never been introduced, 

He longed for the days of old. when knights set forth upon adven- 
tures to succour maidens in distress, to crush oes toaid the 

weak to over- 
I RN throw the un- 
just strong, and 
who, when they 
met the hiphe of 
their earts, 
never found any 
difticulty in be- 
coming or made 
any bones about 
not being intro- 
duced. 

And just then, 
gazing out upon 
the expanse of 
blue-green 
ocean ROT, 
he espied, some 
hundred yards 
distant, the pin- 
nacle of a heap 
of rocks, and 
seated on that 
pinnacle, —_ab- 
sorbed in con- 
templation of 
her novel, the 
sirl to whom 
he'd not been 
introduced. 

He would 
have called to 
her to warn her 
of her danger, 
but then he re- 
flected, not only upon the futility of such a proceeding but its im- 
propriety, seeing that he had not been introduced, 

And just at that moment the girl herself looked up from her 
book, roused by the lapping rising tide that kissed her dainty feet, 
comprehended her danger, and the probability that never again 
upon this side of the gates of Paradise would she behold that youth 
to whom she'd not been introduced. 

But a cheer from those on shore revived her drooping heart, and 
she beheld, with ecstasy, the youth she loved so well, and yet, 
seemingly, so vainly, seeing that up till then there had been no 
opporsunl of their being introduced. ‘i 

8efore the waves had risen another foot, but just as they had 
covered both hers, her lover stood beside her, and, as he took her 
in his arms, she longed to ejaculate the conventional “Save me!" 
but was restrained by the conventional retlection that they had not 
been introduced. 

Bearing his burden of love he boldly struck out for shore, reached 
it in safety amid 
tumultuous 
cheers, and = she, 
his loved one, 
would have over- 
whelmed him 
with thanks had 
they but been 
introduced. 

As they em- 
erged, a pair of 
manly arms took 
her form from 
his, a manly clasp 
almost crushed 


Their eyes met. 


Absorvei in a book. 


old chum! you've 
saved my other 
chum's sister's 
life. It'stime you 
two were intro- 
duced!” 

And now, in the 
fulness of their ~ 
wedded bliss.they 
think at times 
how different all 
might have been. 
how the pang of 
love doomed to be 
unspoken might 
have rankled in 
their hearts for 
aye, and the sunshine of their lives have been replaced by shadows 
but for the fortuitous arrival upon the scene that morning of the 
mutual friend by whom they were conventionally introduced. 


Took her in his arms. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. ficients : 


Grace, Let us put our shoes and stockings on. 

Edith, Why, dear? 

Grace, Weil, if the water surrounds this rock, minus 
our shoes and stockings, we shall have to wale to land, 
With them on, some man mule thing is bound to 


GOT 'EM AGAIN! 
Instantancous portrait of little Soaker after looking through 
achild’s kaleidoscope, under the impression it was a telescope. 


“IT don't think I quite love Charley 80 mich, 
dear—he grumble! so horribly when 1 acci- 
dentally set fire to our house the other day."— 


“Are there any sharks about this coast, my man?" 
“Ouly oue, and he's out there, sir —Lawyer Sharpum,” 


€.> Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whore portraits hare nut yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 303.—Miss CONSTANCE HARWARD. 


“Alas! alas! I've wooed the maid in vain."— The Dook Snook, 
“Oh, for a poct’s pen to praise her beauty !" —Lord Bob. 


“ What havoc hag she wrought in my poor heart !” 
—The Hon. Billy. 


(1) “An awfu’ smell o’ sheep’s-heid singeing,” remarked Parritch, 


vo.uuteer to carry us. 


(1) When A. SLOVER was a little boy--he is still, he is happy to say, a child of 
Nature—his puppa had a beautiful engraving of a Prince of Saxc-Coburg on bhorse- 
back in a wildly warlike attitude; but, then, they took things easier in those good 
old coaching days. His Serene Highness must have had a remarkably square head — 
that is, if his wonderful shako was anything of a Gt—without, iu those aforesaid 
good old days, it was possible to put a round peg in a square hule-—(2) A. SLOPER 
is enabled, at a vast expense—which to him is nothing—to reproduce the portrait 
from memory, so that F.O.S.'s will see at a glance what he means. He has enlarged 
the head in order that there can be no mistake about it. Immediately on the Duke 
of Edinburgh assuming the reins of government as Duke of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, A. 
SLOPER proceeded to Coburg, bearing a mysterious parcel; he was picturesquely 
attired, as becoming the occasion, as a Coburgian officer of rank.—(3) He was 
received by the High Chamberlain, who observed: “His Serene Highness, Duke 
Alfred, will receive you anon, sire.” “Right you are, oh cock,” repliel A. SLOPER 
“is there time to come out and havea toothful ?" There is no stuck-up pride about 
the Emineut, whose foremost desire is to put everyone at their ease, “Sir, I thank 
you,” replied the High Chamberlain; * but I bave just breakfastel.” A. SLOPE 


(2) Then his powder canister acted unkindly. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—DUKE ALFRED OF SAXE-COBURG-GOTHA. 


(3) And the Elder said, “Gang back at yince, ye trespassing reprobit, an’ dinna caper aboot ower my ilk.” 


7 , Se , ee eee 


Extract from Letter of Youny Lady, 


os. 3 


was about to remark that he found that a very good time for a livener, ag it sct the 
digestive organs guing comfortably,—(4) When the Marshal of the Court enterel 
and announce that his Serene Master was realy to recvive the Friend of Man. “All 
serene,” said A. SLOPER; “lead on, Macduff !"——(5) Duke Alfrel, who was still in 
the uniform of Her Majesty's Navy, and who was in the act of hanging up his fitelle 
and his bow, criel, “My dear SLOPER, your visit is unexpected, but none the less 
kind.” “Kinduess, my dear Duke, is one of my many virtues,” was the molest 
reply. “But what have you there?” askel the Duke, pointing to the mysterious 
parcel. “A little surprise for your Serene Hiyhness,” replied A. SLOPKR, removing 
the brown paper, “nothing less than a bran-new ducal crown, which I beg you ty 
accept. It is of my own design—a blend, you will observe, of our navy, Scotland, 
and Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, Let's try it on.” " 1t would have fitted admirably, had it 
not been several sizes too large. After thanking A. SLOPER for his beautiful pre- 
sent, the Duke observed, “ Well, I must now say good-bye, as Tam about to take the 
vath before the Dict.” “Equivalent, I conclude,” said A, SLOvEn, who felt a Int 
peckish, “to grace before meat in our own country.” But the hint was net taken, 
and the Wreck had to retire gracefully, but hungry. 


McPARRITCH CLEARLY IN THE WRONG. 


oot, = - 


are dig 


an ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-GIOLIDAY: 


Saturday, September 9, 1898. | 


Kacbibuale- of -A-Haebrs é 


pee 
Ces 
ES 


Prizes: ter Tels PunGers | 
“Ayu 


Gre Curt re Towr- Cyclis& 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


What ho, my noble patrons, walk this way, please. Though hi theatre close its doors, my past the post will go?—Ah. that is what I want to know :—In Africa, it seems, just now, As though 
weekly show goes on for ever. Merit will tell in matters of this kind, and it’s merit you get when — there were another row :— The Arun was the acene this year Of what you sce depicted here :—The 
you come to my establishment. Walk up, we're just about to commence.— The “hattist,” For, 1 law, # sceme, must be obeyed, And so his fine * the bishop” pai .—That is all 1 can do for you to- 
ir. has been The cause of yet another scene :—The_ farmer champion, I tind, Was this year rather day, ladies and gentlemen: come to me at the same time next week, and I'll give you another 

lutely bad :— Which horse first scorcher, Ta, ta! for the present.—THB SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


lett behind :—Well may the labourers look sad, With timcs so abs 


A BIRD OF ILL-OMEN. 


ILLUSTRATED SONG. ial 


“When Other Lips.” 
(This sketch ts dedicated to loveliness in general and to the amorously “Don't hurry, Lucy, there's Falcon, my tailor —I can't meet his eye." “You mean his ov, “Tl have'some ginger becr, Thomas.” “Seriously, sir?” “Of 
inclined in particular ) i don't you, dear?” course; do you think I want laughing gas?" 


; 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_—— 


IS IT NOT SURPRISING? 

IN -pite of the oppressive heat, in spite of the thermometer 
averse over Joyce, in the shade, in spite of eversthing, in fact, 
YUuips con- 
tinues to be the 
rage. In town, 
at the seaside, 
in the country, 
inthe richest of 
our thorough. 
fares, in the 
poorest of our 
alleys, Quipes is 
the only paper 
talked of, 
Everyone sings 
its praises, 
everyone 
eagerly peruses 
its pages. Roy- 
alty patronises 
it weekly,and it 
is reported that 
the Prince of 
Wales never 
goes to 
without a copy 
of the periodi- 
eal under his 
pillow, The 
Queen takes it 
as a sort of 
nightcap _be- 
fore retiring to 
rest. Gladstone 
has buried his wood-chopping hatchet, and always wears a copy of 
Yuips on his watch-chain, Is it not grand? No wonder people 
are startled at our audacity in retailing the paper at a : 
penny. Of course, we lose by it, and expect to. No matter. If 
the public are satisfied, so are we. We were always philanthropic, 
and intend to remain so uutil the last. 


s 
Ir is extremely gratifying to A. SLOPER to read on pages 344 
and 345 of Lady Burton's life of her husband, Captain Sir Richard 
Burton, the two letters they wrote in acknowledgment of the 
“Award of Merit.” There's a touch of nature in the way Richard 
Burton addressed the Eminent on February 28rd, 1887—“ Dear 
Old Man.” Speaking for ourselves, we reverence the names of the 
“rent man who is gone and the gentle lady who has written his life 
so beautifully, x 
s 


Sous of the fair contributors on the stuf of the Pall Mall 
Gazette are evidently anxious to effect radical reforms in the 
matter of men’s dress, and white 
drill unmentionables, soft. silk 
shirts, red sashes, and broad 
brimmed hats appear to be the 
ideal garb upon which these fair 
ladies have set their hearts, 
Considering the enormous num- 
ber of girls nowadays who so 
closely imitate the attire of their 
brothers, it’s rather rough on 
the men to be asked to adopt a 
costume caleulated to make 
them look like a cheap imita- 
tion of a Wild West cowboys. 


s 

THE statement that the Dook 
Snook has been appointed bill 
collector to Larks! should 
received with reserve. The 
editor says when he can collect 
that half dollar Snookey bor- 
rowed from him on the strength 
of the enormous success of the. - 
paper, he might, perhaps, be < 
disposed tothink of it. 


s 

ALLY’s old pal, Charlie Col- 
lette, having taken a short holi- 
day in France, after shaking off 
the dust of the Brighton 
Alhambra, is delighting Welsh 
Wales with his “ Nods and 
becks and wreathéd smiles.” 
He is at the Swansea Empire this week, and his soothing 
presence has done much to smooth away the strife between the 
strikers and non-strikers. Next week Charlie gues to Jersey and 
Guernsey. oe 

s 


Tie last trotting meeting of the season—that is, as far as the 
Alexandra Park Trotting Club is concerned—was held at Alexandra 
Park on Monday of last week, amidst a scene of great enthusiasm, 
Some excellent sport was witnessed by those in attendance, and 
the success of Rowley in the Championship Cup met with general 
approbation, If it is true, as reported, that the general secretary 
intends seceding from the club, A, SLOPER regrets it. That Mr. F. 
Catheart was the right man in the right place there can be no 
gainsaying. ee 

s 


IN spite of numerous counter attractions, Mr. Farley Sinkins 
Jooks like having an excellent season with his Promenade Con- 
certs. That he 
deserves it there 
can be no ques- 
tion. Everything 
has been ar- 
ranged with an 
eye tothe public's 
comfort and 
amusement, and 
Londoners 
know well how 
to reward such 
enterprise. 
Among the 
artistes engaged, 
the name of Sims 
Reeves is perhaps 
the most proin- 
inent. In spite 
of the fact that 
-@ it was generally 
(= understood that 
“he had_ retired 
-~‘from public life 
+“, altogether, his re- 

* appearance on 
\ the London stage 
*,is none the less 
~~ - welcome. Sims 

Reeves has won 

his way into the 
hearts of the public as no other singer had previously done, and 
one song from him is worth a dozen from the mouth of an ordi- 
nary artiste. In conclusion, we would impress upon our readers 
that an evening eet at Covent Garden Theatre is just the thing 
to drive away dull care, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Th uch ‘t isa fact that the London Theatres are not at present 
in a very flourishing condition. the heat does not seem to have any 
detrimental effect ’ 
on the attendance 
at most of our 
Music-Halls, The 
Middlesex, or the 
“Mo” as it is fam- 
iliarly known to 
its patrons, is going 
great guns at pre- 
sent. To acertain 
portion of the com- 
munity the Mid- 
dlesex Music-Hall 
seems to have a 
sort of  faxcina- 
tion. The crack- 
ing of walnuts and 
winkle-shells in 
the pit, the skin- 
ning of shrimps 
and the odour of 
fried fish in the 
gallery, are doubt- 
less attractive 
features in them- 
selves, but doubt- 
less the crowded 
condition of the 
hall_ nightly is due to the excellence of the entertainment. For 
the benefit of the uninitiated we would like to state that the “ Mo” 
is situated in Drury Lane. °° 


IT is quite untrue that the office-boy of Zarks! has had his nose 
ulled by an indignant M.P. labouring under the delusion that he 
Rad been caricatured in that really stupendous ha'p'orth. The 0.-B., 
however, ‘is in strict training for the possible occurrence. He can 
use his “dukes” a fair treat, and no mistake. 
ss 


s 

Ir John Burns would eschew politics, he could at least earn 
bread and cheese as a comic journalist. His semi-apulogetic 
answer to a somewhat childish epistle from Harry Furniss, anent 
the MeNeill-Furniss lobby incident, was capital. “I regret to say,” 
wrote John, “that I did not see you shaken like a dog, and I am 
sorry to say that I did not witness the pulling of your ear.” Any- 
thing more ironical than this it would be difficult to conceive. 

ss 
s 

THE season of dendly dullness has set in with quite exceptional 
severity. With hardly a soul in town, nearly all the theatres closed, 
nothing doing : 
at the Law | 
Courts, and 
very little elxe- 
where, t ne 
hewspaper edi- 
tor with his 
many big, long 
columns to ti!l 
is, indeed. a fit 
subject for pity. 
Parliament is 
still going, 
luckily, and 
there is the Cual 
Strike to en- 
large upon, but 
when the for- 
mer dries up 
and the latter is 
settled—oh ! the 
prospect is 
really too 
awful to con- 
template. 
serpents, mer- 
maids and ab- 
normal goose- 
berries are a bit 
played out now, 
and the subjects 
for _ profitable 
and interesting correspondence are rather worked off. Something 
must be done; but what? Let us leave the editors to settle the 
question, *\° 


WERE GETTING 
S807 ANce NT 


WitH Skipper Charles Morton at the helm, the prospects of 
the Palace Theatre of Varieties are, to say the least, improving. 
With breakers all round it, a strong hand and a cool head was 
requisite to steer the theatre into calm water. If the Palace can 
be made a success of, Charley is the man to do it. 

se 


* 

THE little King of Spain has, we see, attained the age of seven. 
To judge from the many stories afloat concerning this precocious 
young monarch, we would have thought he was more seven 
long ago. es 

s 


WE read in the Sun that Mr. Harry Brill, of the Coal Porters’ 
Union, has gone to Durham to assist iw bringing the men out on 
strike in that district. Mr. Brill's journey cannot be regarded 
otherwise than in the light of a tishy transaction. 

ss 


s 

Buck up, ye Johnnies, buck up! A new dance is promised us ; 
a dance which, in bewildering, dazzling movement, is to eclipse the 
Serpentine, to cause that once popular 
measure to pule into utter insignificance 
before its weird witchery. It hails froin 
the East, the land of sherbet and a multi- 
plicity of spouses, and is said to be the 
most daring thing ever yet attempted. 
We can do with it ; the Serpentine business 
isa bit played out now, and anything in 
the way of a new sensation is heartily wel- 
come in this effete old country. The 
question is, though, what will Mrs. Grundy 
say? *,° 


THE editor of the colossal comic, Larke ! 
has wisely declined, with the customary 
thanks, a series written by Aunt Geezer, 
entitled “My Girlhood Attachments.’ 
Jarks! is essentially a witty, bright, 
thoroughly up-to-date ha'p'orth. It 
absolutely no use for Ancient History. 


_ LA 

THE Mildewed Littérateur has this day 
been graciously pleased to confer the 
“ Award of Merit” upon M. EMILE ZOLA, 
because he's an illustrious novelist, 
“Feyther,” bleated the Azure-Orbed, 
“you're a scorcher, you are, and no kid. 
But if B poe think—just because you've 
bestowe your duffin’ old diplomer on 
Zola as he’s comin’ to London—that he's 
goin’ to present you with a Hinglish 
trarnslation of all ‘is naughty novels, 

guess you're just sucked in, Fancy ‘ 
you posin’, too, as a cricket of ‘is works; why, bar Nana, | 
don't suppose——" But here the outraged parent's feelings bubbled 
over, and once again it was a case of crutches for one. 


[ Saturday, September 9, 1:93, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs,. 


A CALENDAR FoR THE Werk ENDING léTu SerTemben, 14 
= 
10th September, 1714.—Anagrcement was this day en, j 
into betv een the Van Hoorn Company and the Dutch Enst fie 
Company, the latter to furnish the former anauilly jt) 
hegrves ‘from Angola ur Andra (one-third to be females) 4; | 
Horins ahead. ies 


$$ SS 

1lth September, 1818.—Moore, in his diary of this... 
says: * Why are there not more pretty girls on the stage! 1, 
is at least the next best thing to first-rate acting ; and [ agre.- 
that French actress who, when told that the ‘premier prone, y 
her art was attention to costume, answered, ‘Le premier pe 
d'une femme c'est de paraitre julie.” 


es 

12th September, 1801.—This day Jem Belcher met 
to arrange a tight between them, but the police having scent «; ; 

affair, Belcher was arrested, and the mill did not come o ;_| 
November 25th. This battle,“ which undoubtedly was the... 
desperately contested of any since that of Big Ben and Johuss,. 
1791, lasted twenty-five minutes.” Berks was much cut and dy... 
fully bruised in the body. ; 


——— 
13th September, 1782.—A grand attack was this day ys. . 
by the united French and Spanish forces upon the Fortre.. ,; 
Gibraltar, when an army of 40,000 men, 1000 guns, 47 suleof-t),.. 
line, and 10 floating batteries, with 212 guns, besides mortars, ..). 
brought to bear upon it. During the memorable siege of 1). 
fortress, which lasted from July, 1779, to February, 1783. one ding 
night an attack was constantly expected. A seutry, who Jot 
was near a tower facing the Spanish lines, was on duty, and |; 
the side of his sentry-box stood a deep, narrow-necked juz, :1 
which was the remainder of his supper, consisting of boiled y.-,. 
A_ monkey (of which there were plenty at the top of the rock 
allured by the smell of the pens, ventured to the jug. and. in 
endeavouring to get at its contents, fixed his head in the juz « 
to be unable to withdraw it. Starting up, in this predicane 
escape, this terrible monster no sooner met the eye of the sent; 
than his frantic imagination converted what he beheld int. 3 
Spanish Grenadier, with a huge cap upon his head. He inm-). 
ately fired, calling out that the enemy had scaled the walls, 1). 
alarm was taken up, drums were beaten, signal-guns fired, and in |. 
than ten minutes the whole garrison were under arms. The -y.. 
meted Grenadier, much incommoded by his cap, and alos 
linded by the peas, was soon overtaken and seized, and by his 
capture the tranquility of the garrison was shortly restored, — 


a 

14th September, 1835.—Kaikes, under this date, siv.- 
“The Rothschilds, whd began by sweeping out a shop at Mu. 
chester, have become the metallic sovereigns of Europe. Frou 
their different establishments in Paris, London, Vienna, Frank(ort, 
Petersburg and Naples, they have obtained a control over ti. 
Muveretn exchanges, which no party ever before could accomlis!. 
and they seem now to hold the strings of the public purse.” 


15th September, 1692.—This day Evelyn writes: “Tiere 
happened an earthquake ; it shook the house at Wotton, but 0... 
not perceiv’d by any but & servant or two who were making nv 
bed, | and the rest being at dinner below in the parlour were nit 
sensible of it. The dreadful one in Jamaica this summer wa. 
profanely and ludicrously represented in a puppet show, or sone 
such lewd pastime in the Fair at Southwark, which caused the 
Queen to put downe that idle and vicious mock show.” 


16th September, 1549.—In the will of Bridget Lady 
Marney, dated this day, she directs that on her tomb is to be 
placed “a scripture of brass, to show the time of my decease, whit 
stock I was of, and to what manner of worship [ was married.” A 
service was to be “sung by note,” and every priest to have xii, 
and every clerk being a man helping to sing ivd.” 


WHY HE WORRIED. 

“"T18 not because,” he wildly said, 
“] thought my Maude so fair ; 

‘Tis not because my hopes are dead 
That 1 am in despair : 

‘Tis not because her eyes were bright, 
As crystal limpid blue, 

Jler ample tresses black as night, 
Because she’s proved untrue. 

These could I bear, the thought which bends 
Ms feelings on the rack 

Is wonder whether she intends 
To send my presents back.” 


tr 


oh 
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! 
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EVERYDAY BLESSINGS. 

Great Bodkins, man, what have you got to grumble about? 
You are one of those who are making « burden of life. Chuck it: 
the sooner the better. Gold is not the only thing that slitters. 
Much the greater part of the great sum total of the daily shin- 
emanates from substances more humble and decidedly more 
common. Not less do insignificant things make our daily sausice 
and mashed repose in calm serenity in that portion of our anatomy 
where it is calculated to do most good. Our happiness from hour 
to hour we owe to the reflections which trivial and unimportant 
things call into existence in our minds. Now, take yesterday : 

What a blessing that Inst ten minutes in bed was—particularl: 
as the poor wretch in the room above you had to start, and just 
crapped in for the shower! e 

The comfort of being at the office in time to read the * Police 
Intelligence ” in the paper before Scratchitt, the head clerk, got ther. 

The consciousness that Scratchitt, the head clerk—who gets four 
pounds a week whilst you only get two—was later than us 

The self-commendatory consciousness that Scratchitt was ng 
it’ last night and “has ao head” on him in consequence—" 
miserable result of his getting four pounds a weck. ; 

The consoling conviction that astipend of tere quid doesn't levy. 
after squaring the landlady and temporising with the collar-dres-"". 
much margin for head-upsetting dissipation. 

The reflection that, consequent upon this being so, you havent 
to worry your head about it, but can keep a clear brain for the 
concoction, in your leisure, of a letter to the Zwinkler on * Dor 
Suicide Cuuse th?” 

Much comfort in doing as little work as possible, becaur 
Scratchitt, who is supposed to sce that you do your whack. © 
doing less, ; 

Complacency and fortitude at lunch in not coveting the cock: 
roach which the man opposite you found in his alamou} gravy. 

Comfort in a glass of stout and bitter the while the other lanche: 
had threepenn’orth of brandy to try and forget that cockroach. 

The comfortable forty winks in the oftice whilst preserving (° 
appearance of balancing the stamp-book. 

he joy, when the day's toil is over, of knowinga greengrocer “ ho 
has an “order” for the Promenade Concerts and doesn't want It 

The glow of satisfaction produced by the reflection that our 
“in” with the right people—i.c., “order” holding greengrocer-. 

The joy at remembering—— ‘ 

But, there, A. SLOPER can't fill the whole “ITALF-HOLIDAY. 
much as he'd like to, with pleasurable philosophy—be your ov" 
philosopher, boys; you wont fire life any the harder for it: 


Ewery Wrednesday.- Twropencc- 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
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Saturday, September 9, 1893. } 
A COUNTER THEORY. 


\ discussion has lately sprung up in the papers as to whether men ought 
eas tu serve in drapers’ shope.} 


THERES 2 
question on 
so towday 
That is caus- 
ing some 
dismay— 

A theme on 
which the 
“letter-wri- 
ter” flops! 

And the prob- 
lem that’s 
sO rum, 

Which is ex- 
ercisiug 
satne, 

Is this: * Ought 
men to 
serve in 
drapers' 
shops!” 


— 
Cerlaialy nor!) 


‘Tis one very 

awkward 

= phase 
When the sex would purchase—— 


(Well, say “corsets,” in case Mrs, Grundy should be anywhere about.) 


When the sex seeks Otherwear— 

Then with bashfulness the sex ita eyelid drops. 
‘Tis n similar alloir 

Tis awkward, then, for men in drapers' shops ! 
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A VAIN VIGIL. 


FARMER TURNUTOPS was annoyed, justly, thoroughly annoyed, 
and it was the constant, continual theft of his very tine apple crop 
whieh was responsible for his only natural anger. “To think,” as 
jw avid himself toa little knot of sympathizers at the Sickle and 
sueif, “to think that after nursin’ them apples, so to speak, ever 
nce they was borned, he should be done out of ‘em by a lot 0° 
recal boys; well, he didn't mean to stand it, that was all about 
it’: and the worthy agriculturist would gulp down his ale and 
hetake himself back to the homestead, planning schemes of wild 
and terrible revenge upon the youthful pilferers. 

Rut he couldn't nab ‘em. not he. How on earth they manazed 
to elude his vigilance he was at a loss to conceive, but elude it thev 
did,and the worthy Turnutops swore long and loudly as he con- 
tinplated his damaged and rapidly thinning trees. . 

Hut evervthing comes to hin who waite, and one dark night, 
Crip. the buil-dog, and his master, took a quiet stroll in the direction 
of the orchard, Suddenly, as they approached it, there wasa shout, 
a scuttle, and half a dozen lads dropped from the trees, scaled the 
wall, aud were a hundred yards away and still going strong when 
the farmer arrived upon the scene. But he was not to be wholly 
disappointed, One of the youngsters, as he disappeared over the 
wall, had shonted, “Stay 
where you are Tommy,” 
to someone eviaently up 
one of the trees, and on 
loking carefully, there, 
sure enough, at the very 
top ofa fine old Ribstone, 
was the dark figure of one 
of the young mscals calm- 
ly sevted astride a branch, 

To say that Farmer 
Turnutops felt glad would 
be but faintly to deseribe 
the old) man's feelings ; 
he literally hugged him- 
self for very joy, and there 
was thit in his voice, a8 
he called upon the young 
vokel to “Come along 
down from up there,” that 
it was hardly to be won- 
dered at that the invita- 
tion was not responded to. 

But Turnutops was not to be done out of his vengeance. not he. 
His climbing days were over, but he determined to have that apple 
prigger at all costs. 

Seating himself as comfortably ns possible. he took up his 
station beneath that tree and waited ; and Grip kept him com- 
pany. At short intervals he would invite the occupant of the tree 
to come down and get it over, but the occupant wasn't taking any, 
and he didn’t even condescend to answer, 

Turnurops was annoyed, but he didn't like to show it, he merely 
sat ticht and waited. He waited until he saw the last light dis- 
appear in the distant village ; he waited until the cold, damp night 
wir began to numb his limbs, and even cause Grip to exhibit signs 
of Impatience, 

Sull no sign from the tree top, and in desperation he waited 
until the cold: grey dawn took the place of the blackness of night. 
Lishter and lighter it became, and then—well, then the neighbour- 
ing echoes responded to a frightful and harrowing swear word. 
j ia see up the tree was nothing more than a clumsily made 

‘nme, 

Varmer Turnutop is slowly recovering from a severe attack of 
rheumatism, whilst the juvenile fruit pilchers are still at large. 
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GIRLS OF THE *FRIV.” 
No. 115.—Enrmyntrupe Lestre. 


To her her poorer Thespian kin 
Oft for assistance go: 

To her the shape possessors in 
The “Friv.” their fortunes owe. 


am, To her the artist makes his plea, 

— Who paints the angel choir : 
Two her the bard appeals, when he 

Would catch Promethean tire. 


To her the sourest critics give 
No word save words of praise : 
To her the’governor of the “ Friv.” 
The highest stipend pays. 


To her of flowers, with silk-strings 
hound, 
An Eden's nightly given: 
To her vouchsafed a Babel-sound 
Of cheers that soars to heaven. 


Wigs 


To her, bv one wild passion swayed, 
; One million hearts ineline : 
To her the praser is hourly prayed, 
| “ Be mine, dear love, be mine >” 


e— 


To her the seer's prophetic eve 
Was cast, with rare acumen, 
When he. a thousand years gone by, 
Remarked, * To WER is human!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


THE Ponp HovsE, KIDMORE END, NrAr READING, 
io , Auguat Let, 1893. 

DEAR Si1R,—I beg to thank you heartily for the * Award of Merit,” 

which arrived safely at my city address,in Austin Friars. few days 

ago. I find myself in somewhat of a dilemma in suitably acknow- 

ledging the honour conferred ; for to think myself worthy would 

be too great an impertinence, whilst to assume the reverse would 

argue a want of judgment on the part of yourself. On further 

consideration, however, I come to the conclusion that the great 

worthiness of the giver of the award overcomes the want of worthi- 
ness in the recipient, who begs to subscribe himself, 

Your most obedient Servant, W.H. FOX, F.O.S. 


—_————___———- 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 182.—HE Snows Mn. Furniss How Not To Cop It. 


THE Fossil donned his jet-black dress, 
And skilfully contrived to turn his 
Glad look to one of mournfulness, 
And made a call on Harry Furniss. 
And to the artist meck and mild 
Who's got the blazing hot cognomen 
He anid, “ Let's mix our tears, my child, 
O’er these mischances of ill-omen !” 


“Now to my soul,” the artist spake, 
“Your sympathy’s as balm to Gilead ; 
But on this book "—and by mistake 
He pressed his lips to Homer's Hiad— 
“Yes, on this sacred book | swear 
That from my memory those mischances 
Have lightly rolled, as from the fair 
White duckling’s back the tlood-rain glances!" 


“ Avast!" said SLoPer, “that's a yarn 

Which e’en marines would scout irately : 
Alow, aloft. astem, aatarn, 

Aport, astarboard, you've eo greatly 
Been battered, that you're with a quire 

Or more of sticking plaster sheeted ; 
And surely you must be with ire 

A fiery Furniss seven times heated ! 


“Why, hang it. man! Is’t not the fact 
That Gl*d***ne, Ch**ber***n, and B*lf**r, 
And several more M.P.'« have hacked, 
And hewed, and punched, and kicked you, all for 
Your kindness in vouchsafing them 
A wide renown in Punch’s pages? 
And, though you hide the fact, 'm dem 
Well sure that most intense your rage is! 


“Rut, Warry, dear, a scheme I've schemed 
To save you from your furious foemen!” 
“What is't 2?" the enger artist screamed. 
And SLOPER smiled, and said, “ Let no men 
Within the House be henceforth traced 
By vou, sir, with your matchless vigour : 
But be your weekly pictures graced 
With SLoPEn's face and SLOPER's figure! 
"Twill gladden Punch : ‘twill bring me fume: 
And to assault you I shall never 
Have cause. For though, with cynic aim, 
You make me foul as fiend of flame, 
I still shall be, in face and frame, 
Far uglier than your morst endeacour !!” 


Ewery Thursday. One HMalfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
89 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


NO MONEY, NO MEDICINE! 
[StGcestep BY Facts REVEALED AT A RECENT INQUEST.) 
“No money, no medicine!” Gagping for breath, 
On the vericst verge of the chasm of death, 
Lay the babe : and the mother, with agony rent, 
To the house of the doctor a messenger sent 
For the stuff he'd prescribed. But far wilder, alack ! 
Grew the mother’s wild grief when the runner came back. 
For—“ No money, no medicine! "—that was the cry : 
And the infant was destined unphysicked to die! 


“No moneys, no medicine!" Woman, you sure 

Must be stark, staring mad!) When the penniless poor 
Are with sickness struck down, they no remedies, save 
From the parish or hospital doctor, should crave. 

“No money, no medicine!"" How do you dream 

That the hard-working doctor, whose daily régime 

Is the maximum toil for the minimum fee, 

Can supply both prescriptions and medicines free? 


“No money, no medicine!” Who shall condemn 

The physicians? To live is a struggle for them ! 

But the Poor Law should order (since Death will not stop 
Till to “ parish” or hospital someone can pop) 

That the doctor, who medicine gives nnd advice 

To the moribund poor, shall recorer hia price, 

From the parish. and let not the stern shibboleth 

Of “No money, no medicine!” pander to Death! 


—_—_——— 


UNQUENCHABLE. 


“No matter, my darling,” exid Mr. Moppitup, magnanimously, 
nas his better half wound up a Jong curtain lecture she had foun 
occasion to administer; “no matter, my darling: harshly as you 
treat me, little disposed as you are to overlook my—er—little 
failing, I shall ever adore you; my love is unquenchable.” 
“Indeed!” responded Mrs. Moppitup, contemptuously ; “now, 
always thought it was your thirst.” And Moppitup made his way 
into bed with a hazy sort of conviction that he had somehow got 
the worst of the cncounter. 

—_——— 


HE DIDN'T TALK “SHOP.” 

Railway Carriage Politician (after vainly trying ta induce 
Jellow traveller to take part in a politival discussion), You don't 
seem to be much interested in politics, rir. 

Fellow Traveller, Not much: you see, I'm the Parliamentary 
leader writer for that paper you've got in your hand there. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


JACK and the Beans-talk: Jack's wife swearing she'll give him 


ANS, 

ie Work and no Play” makes Jack—an industrious shoe- 
maker, 

EveEN Truth herself is not guiltless of mendacity. She lics at 
the bottom of a well. 

IT is by the extreme loosencas of his habits that you recognise 
the man of fust habits. 

COSNSIDERING what a tremendous long time the world has been 
going round, how is it that it has never gone any rounder? 
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ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A ROMANCE OF SALT LAKE CITY.) 
es 
CHAPTER XV. 

ZEPHANIAH I. was not by any means a fool, and he had been 
too well acquainted with ex-Mrs. Sugg not to guess the way her 
ambitions — would 
tend. He felt sure 
that her arrival on 
the island and ulti- 
mate marriage with 
the natives would 
not by any means 
be the final goal at 
which the seventeen 
ladies who had 
formed the recent 
Mrs. Sugg would be 
content to stop. He 
felt sure she would 
aim at occupying 
the throne—indeed, 
the hint of such a 
thing had been 
thrown) out with 
the intention of en- 
couraging such oa 
hope and making 
her more amenable 
to the proposal of 
breaking the matri- 
monial bonds which 
had borne so heavily 
on Zephaniah’s poc- 
ket and conscience. 
Even if she were 
content to remain a 
subject, —_ troubles 
about precedence 
would be sure to arise, and Zephaniah in his prophetic eye saw 
discord and misery where hitherto had been a peaceful dynasty. 
“Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown!” quoted Zephaniah [., 
and with a wisdom that does not always distinguish crowned 
heads, Zephaniah resolved at once to demit the position of 
sovereignty at once, and once more become plain Mr. Z. P. Sugg. 
His monarchial position, however conifers ole it was in one way, 
lacked variety sadly, and Zephaniah was by no means dis- 
heartened at the prospect of a change. 

In pursuit of this resolution, Zephaniah that night packed up the 
remainder of the crown jewels with his own royal hands and care- 
fully carried them down to the royal canoe. Then he cautiously 
wandered round amyng the other canoes and carefully knocked 
the bottoms out of 
each of them. Having 
accomplished this, Zep. 
haniah paddled Bele 
from the shore and 
made his way towards 
the ship by which the 
ex-Mrs. Sugg had ar- 
rived at the island. 
His luggaze was 
quickly transferred on 
board the vessel, The 
arrangements had all 
been made the day 
before with the captain 
when he had been 
ashore at Mrs. Suyg’s 
wedding. Then Zep- 
haniah P. Sugg, with 
a glass of warm rum 
and water in his hand, 
softly bade good-bye 
to the cnres of 
royalty as he watched 
the receding — shores 
of the lone  Pacitic 
isle. 

* * * * 

The discovery that 
the king had disap. 
peared from the ishund 
was a serious blow to 
monirchiceal institu. 
tions, Hasty meetings 
were held for the elee- 
tion of a new king. 
There were exactly two hundred and seventy-tive male natives on 
the island, and it wae speedily found that there were exactly two 
hundred and seventy-five candidates for the throne, | This caused 
considerable difficulty. There was nothing of 2 unanimous nature 
in the elections which took place. Some of the stronger candidates 
clubbed the brains out of the weaker candidates, or stuck spears 
and other unpleasant weapons into their opponent on the way to 
the poll. But these measures failed to give a preponderating 
majority to any individual, and mercly tended to thin out the 
electorate. . 

The seventeen ladies who had been Mrs. Suge took a vigorous 
part in the proceedings, and cach pointed out that she would make 
anexcellent queen, Un- 
fortunately for her 
chances. however, a 
strong distaste for white 
rulers had set in. The 
first white ruler had 
made objectionable 
laws, which deprived 
the natives of the com- 
forts of rantrimony, and 
the second had va- 
moosed with the Crown 
jewels and the State 
finances. The ladies 
would have been in de- 
spair amidst the turmoil, 
but for the fact that an 
American whaler put 
into the island, having 
been short of water. The 
seventeen ladies 
promptly divorced their 
native husbands by de- 
parting on board the 
whaler. Ere the vessel 
reached her port, all the 
unmarried men were 
engaged to be married, 
and the seventeen sec- 
tionsof what constituted 
Mrs. Sugg were at Inst 
satisfied, How the 
islanders aettled their 
political difliculty — is 
unknown. 


Taking precautions. 


Resided at Paris. 


* * * * * * 
Mr. Z. P. Sugg sold the Crown jewels and other assets at a good 
price, and has since resided mainty at Paris and other salubrious 
places where money can be spent to the best advantage in the pur- 
suit of enjoyment. 
THE Enp. 


_— 


2a8 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


HIS BAG. 


No, 2—Mons, JULES VERNE, 


“Hf Jules Verne hal been in bis prime—siy at the end of the 
let century—he would probably have ended bis days in a 
Junatre asylum. . Luckily for him and his theories, he lives at a 
Period when people take it for granted that ofttimes genius is 
alin to madness, Probably inthe distant future Jules Verne’s 
ies will be thorouhly mastered, and his memory therefore 

Whether Jules was really born on this carth ‘has been 
tect of numerous discussions on the part of the world's 
t, philosophers: no proof to the contrary being forth- 
Jit has been taken for granted that he was, Jules first 
{ upon the workl’s populace as the purveyor of air 
ms. By their means he would assert—that is to say, if 
xutticient quantity were purchased from him—the moon could 
hel in two million years, Unfortunately for science, 

perhaps fortunately for Jules himself, no one was ever 
tliseovered with sufficient enterprise and energy to undertake 
the journey, the moon, therefore, will probably still remain unex- 
ploret for some time to come yet. The great J. V. then endeav- 
onred to erect a sort of Channel Tunnel to the sun, but owing to 
the micealentation of a few billion miles and a shortness of cash, 
filet m the attempt, se, in order to drown his sorrows, he 
sleseended 20,000 leagues under the sea —in theory only. Chiefly 
Tecanse he is a famous fictionist Jules was created F.0.5., awl 
the caloper Award of Merit’ presented to him July Ist, 1893," 
— hebrett improved, : 


She. You don’t appear to have shot much, Mr. Bosser. 


A DAMAGING REPORT. 


(1) “Hullo, Dounder !" observel Cheapside, as le encountered Iis friend at Sir 
Stukkup Goldgrutber's the other evening. “Who'd have thought of seeing you at a 
swell place like this? How goes it?” “Right as rain, vld chap!" returned Lounder, 
who secretly felt rather hurt at his friend's insinuation. “Have a cigar! How dil 
you get in, by the way?" “Who—1?” replied Cheapside. “Oh, old Stukkup’s au 
old crony of mine. We're as thick as thieves together. Regular pals, you know. 
You'll see me speak to him directly. Think I'll keep this smoke of yours to offer him, 
by the way, as it looks a good ‘un.”"——(2) Then Cheapside crawled up to the great 
man, who gave him two fingers ami sneered.—1(3) However, C. managed to engage 
him in conversation, to the envy of Bounder, and he even condesvended to accept 


AN OPEN QUESTION. 


=_ e 
THOSE ARTIFICIAL COMPLEXIONS. 


Evhet. Here coines the Major, an he's such a nice man. Do 
tell ine if my bair is untidy! 
Liste. Not much, dear, but your compleziun has disappeared. 


DOGGEREL. 


he on oe 
wa 
Teddy. Ob, he’s a brute! I spoke to bim att the club the 
other night, and he nearly jumped down my throat. So I 
shall ehut — 
£tty. Your mouth ? 


Carto, Whew! how that bluebottle I've inst swallowed is 
tickling me, inside. Now, if I swallowed the cat, Low beauti- 
fully she'd scratch the place! 

[Does so, and yet there are people who ridicule the idea of 
dogs possessing reasoning powers, 


GIRLS SLOPERS KISSED. 


No. 78, —Queenie. 


"99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Strect, E.C.—Saturday, September 9, 1898. 


THREE LITTLE MAIDS AT SEA, 
And ladies’ maids, if you please, 


Gladys. What do you think of my hat, uncle? 1 
picked it up at Madame Modiste’s for a mere sony ! 

Unele Spoger. Umph! What soug? “Would I were a 
He, Oh—aw—this fan't all, you know—aw—the ambulance with the gamcekecper is following on. bird,” eh 


A HEARTLESS JEST. 


smoke.—(4) “Hum! Ha! Really not a bad weed!" observed Sir Stukkup to the 
gratified Cheapside, as he puffed at Bounder's cigar. “ You shouldn't be extravavant 
in the matter of tobacco. However, you seem a very respectable young man, thon! 
I forget your name, and if I can do anything for you I shall—ha !—be very happy 
to!"-—(5) BANG! Then Bounder's vengeance was complete, as the loaded cigar 
went off and Sir Stuckupp's wig and false teeth soared through the etartled welkin. 
-—(6) How Cheapside left that mansion he ‘never knew—but they think at the 
hospital, where he now resides, that he must have taken the whole flight of steps at 
one bound. When he comes out, with his sole surviving foot, Bounder will feel the 
weight of it, you bet! Cheapside hated jukes—especially if he was the victim. 


HIS OWN HOOK. 


Jones used to rent his fishing with his friend Brown, 
now he's entirely UN HIS OWN HOOK. 


[ Saturday, September 9, 1893, 


— 


